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Craigmyle, Alberta, Can. 

Fri. Mar 2nd 1917. 

 

My sweetheart Sidney:- 

 

I have a lonely kind of a feeling for ‘someone’ to-night.  Wonder how you are? And what hard times 

you are going thro? You always write you know dear in a cheerful strain, but then I know it’s not bed 

of roses.  But I hope and trust you are safe, and shall soon be able to be out of it all.  It seems such a 

long time since we’ve had you and your loving ways in our home.  I hesitated in the middle of those 

last two words, for it isn’t home without you sweetheart.  Does the time see to drag with you at all, or 

are you kept so occupied that days slip along?  

 

We’ve got a sort of sick house here just now - altho’ everybody is sleeping nicely to-night.  Arnott 

has been off color for a few days - did not get up at all to-day.  It seems like another spell of La 

Grippe.  He’s feeling some better tho’ to -night. Lorne had a very croupy cough to-night, but since I 

doped him up inside and out at bed time he’s been resting nicely - no coughing at all.  The rest of us, 

altho’ with slight symptoms of an attack too’ aren’t feeling very badly at all.  I thought La Grippe 

was past for this winter.  

 

My callers to-day were Mr. & Mrs. Golds, Mrs. Olafson, and Mr. Stanley, of Hanna.  The first two 

were here while they waited for the P. Office to open at noon hour.  I get butter from Mrs. O.  And of 

course you know the last gentleman’s business.  He would have like to have persuaded me to make a 

settlement by some of the cows.  But of course I didn’t consider it at all.  He was quite nice of course, 

but anxious for some money too I guess.  I couldn’t help but smile when he said he had just come up 

to try and get in some accounts, and four out of five had gone to the war.  As to a substantial discount 

well he’d “take the face - value of the acc’t.” (no interest) I guess he would! 

 

To-morrow I’m sending twenty-five to Bossley, which is supposed to wipe off that account. 

 

Our wee girlee weighted to-day at the end of 4th month, weighs 12 lbs. So she’s doing pretty well, 

Had thought of taking her to the Doctor’s for a picture to-day, but I saw him driving out of town.  He 

has taken very good ones of their twins, - postcard size - and will take some for us on a bright day.  

Mr. Golds would also like to try a snap.  So with three cameras in different hands on the job we 

ought to get something. 

 

Mrs. L. and young Richie were in the other evening.  She seems to be much better.  Golds has had a 

letter from her husband - 18 pages or 18 sheets I ain’t sure which! And he says referring to his wife’s 

awful complaints about his negligent letter-writing ways, he is so deluged with correspondents he can 

never get thro’ answering them! And excuse No. 2, is something about one being allowed only one 

green envelope a week.  Really it’s all so real funny, I can’t help but laugh.  Ha. Ha. I remarked that 

it was nice for them to have heard from him anyway.  I suppose a letter to any one, of them he 

thought would be the same as to all.  “But” she says, “would you be satisfied with that?  Would 

you?” which only made me laugh.  But I believe she has taken to heart some, his reasons (?) for not 

writing to her - I don’t think she sees the ridiculously comical side of it that I do.  

 



Well, here I am gossiping away to my husband, - the best person in the world I could gossip too of 

course - but the clock is travelling along toward the middle of the night.  A most silly sort of a 

correspondent you have anyway dear, isn’t she? She writes some most eloquent and edifying stuff 

sometimes, and in such a handsome legible scrawl too.  Good-night my dearest, with heaps of love, 

and 2 or 3 little kisses for you when you come home. 

 

Your Loving Wife 

Christena Isabelle Brook 

(There now!) 

 

Got a letter from Jane yesterday.  She answered the same day she received mine. 

 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta, 

Mar. 7, 1917. 

 

My dear Sidney: -  

 

I meant to have had a letter written and sent off to-day, but I somehow didn’t manage it - ain’t 

feeling very much like letter writing or anything else.  We’ve got a kind of a sick house - of 

course we’re all moving around by we’ve got a dose & a half of cold and La Grippe too I guess.  

Anrott was in bed most of a couple of days last week, he’s getting alright again but I haven’t let 

him start back to school yet.  We’ve having soft weather now, and everything is in quite a slush.  

Of course it makes them want to be outside it is so nice, but it’s just the weather to get more 

colds.  Gordon was not to school yesterday nor to-day.  He isn’t feeling so very sick tho’. Lorne 

was awfully croupy one night, and another was a pretty sick boy with the Grip.  This is Alice’s 

3
rd

 day with the cold.  She’s a good little soul, altho’ feeling rather used-up. Glen gets a bit more 

sleepy in the day time because of his cold. To-day he had two snoozes, (instead of one) and now 

(about 9 o’c) he’s playing away here on the bed - wide- awake, - the rest are to sleep long ago - 

he’s busy just now fitting his sister’s little fancy woolen bootees on his hands.  

 

Remington’s 5 week old baby boy was buried to-day.  Died of pneumonia.  They have rented 

their place, and are leaving in a few days. 

 

To-day I mailed you the parcel, I spoke in my last letter of going to send the end of last week.  I 

could not get any tin box for it, so used cardboard, paper wrapping and slipped all into a small 

cotton sack.  As we were putting on all the different wrapping last night, I said I guessed when 

Papa started unwrapping it he’d think it was all papers.  So Gordon thinks it wise to tell you there 

is a little of something else in the centre.  

 

I’m going to enclose an envelope & paper in this letter - an idea I got from Mrs. Eaton to-day.  It 

must be sometimes impossible to always have a stock along with you.  Her husband is still in 

England but is going back again the 20
th

 of this month.  

 



Last night I dreamt you were home dear.  It seemed to be out on the farm.  But the happiness in 

my dream picture had to be marred with the thought that it was only for a little while home and  

you had to go back.  What a queer world we’re living in, eh?  Exercising our imagination to the 

limit we never could have imaged such an experience in our lives as the present, could we?  May 

we hope for a speedy end to it, and an early home coming. 

 

I must shift around for bed now dear - my eyes are getting pretty heavy.  So night-night 

sweetheart.  Wonder where and how are to-night? 

 

Thurs. 8
th

 

 

This is another nice day -- too bad to be feeling tough in such nice weather.  Feeling a bit 

anxious about Alice this morning I took her to the doctor’s, but he wasn’t at home.  I thought her 

cold seemed to be getting down on her lungs and having heard of babies dying with pneumonia, 

it makes me feel probably over-anxious.  She seems nice and bright this evening.  

 

Freddie L. called to-day to inquire if I’d heard from you.  I’ve been anxiously looking for a letter 

each day this week.  The last was two I received 3 weeks ago to-morrow.  Of course I had your 

card last week, and the week before.  It’s nice to get even those of course, altho’ they make me 

surmise you’re going thro’ experiences most likely that do not permit at all of letter writing. 

 

Mr. & Mrs. Longmire have just been in for a little while, and it’s now after 6 o’clock, so I can’t 

write anymore. 

 

Yours with Love 

Isabelle. 

 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta, 

Sun. Mar.11. 1917, 

 

 

My sweetheart Sidney:- 

 

I wonder where and how you are this Sunday night dear?  Sundays and all days are much alike I 

suppose - just the same awfulness regardless of the day.  What a terrible life for you my 

sweetheart and all the poor war -weary soldiers! We pray daily tho’ for your safe-keeping my 

dear, and hope, with thousands of others I suppose, that the terrible war may soon all be over.  

Our little boys remember you each day with “God bless Papa, and care for us all.” I pray that the 

Lord grant you a strong brave heart, and may you ever find comfort in the words “Fear not, for I 

am with thee.” 

 



I lived thro’ all last week without a message of any kind from my soldier sweetheart.  There 

hasn’t been a bit of overseas mail come in at all last week -- of course no one know why there’s 

something holding it up somewhere. 

 

Of course there may have been some come in on this morning’s train - at any rate we look 

forward to each coming mail having some.  It’s two weeks to-morrow since I had your last card- 

that was dated Feb. 1
st
.  Mrs. Lavers called the other evening. She says of course she looks 

forward always to me getting some word anyway.  Ha. ha. According to what she says 

sometimes, she does give that ‘honey-boy’ of hers some awful roasting in her letters about not 

writing. It seems as tho’ “a severe reprimand” goes into every letter.  Maybe that’s why he don’t 

write - just for spite.  In her last she employed a bit of scarcasm - “No, don’t write any more 

Fred.  I know how overburdened you are with correspondents- you really need a private 

secretary, and of course they won’t allow you that in the trenches, so just don’t mind to write” 

etc. And then she laughed when she finished telling me.  I thought his excurses in her letter to 

Golds carried more weight with her, but evidently not according to this last letter she sent.  She 

seems to be feeling a good bit better now. She asked to be remembered to you. 

 

Postmaster Farrow is having his turn of the Grip now.  We’re feeling ever so much better - stuffy 

heads yet, and barking a bit, but glad to be feeling better.  The doctor came in the evening of that 

day I was over to see him & found him away.  He said the cold was down on Alice’s lungs but it 

would get alright.  She’s getting on alright now.  I hope to get a picture this week.  I had put her 

to bed for the night the other evening when the doctor came and I picked her up for him to see 

her, and she gave him a smile all over her face, and one that wouldn’t come off either & it tickled 

him all over.  Mrs. Farrow was in at the time, and he says, “Look at that smile.”  “And we didn’t 

get her picture taken yet either,” he added.  I’m hoping to get pretty good snap from his camera.  

I suppose all this about this wonderful daughter of yours will be making you homesick.  Well 

never mind dear I’ll send the picture for the present and keep the original for you when you come 

home.  Good-night now dearest, with heaps of love and kisses.  I’ve been dreaming about you 

most every night lately.  In one I got quite a fright for you had, your mustache off, and I couldn’t 

believe it was you till I heard your voice.  May it not be long till I do really hear that pleasant 

voice.  Good-night sweetheart and God bless you. 

 

Yr. Loving wife Isabelle. 

 

 

 

Tues. Mar.13 

 

The long - looked for English mail arrive to-day.  I got yours of Feb. 12, and one from Looloo.  

The boys are quite interested in the “Pineapple” you got, and wondering if you’ll be bringing it 

home.  How do you ever live without your morning porridge each day?  Mrs. L. did not get a 

letter again - she’s thinking of sending a cablegram.  Farrow’s got a letter from John M. Mrs. F. 

did our washings to-day.  She & Joyce expect to go to Calgary to-morrow to have Joyce’s 

spectacles changed. 

 



McKee just got back last night from his winter’s trip to Seattle, Vancouver etc. No, Mrs. Chas. 

Browning is not at Arthur’s.  They went to Calgary last fall. 

 

Love from each, Lovingly Isabelle.  

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta, 

Sat. Mar.17, 1917. 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

This is a lovely bright afternoon.  Through the window I see Lorne walking around in a puddle 

of water just deep enough to go almost over his rubbers - a lot of good they are to him - I guess 

they are all filled with water now.  He and little Jean Thompson are great playmates.  This is the 

first day for some little while that the pools of water have been around.  During the last thawing 

spell that hole at the N.E. corner of the lot filled right up brimful. 

 

All your delayed mail came thro’ this week, although not all in the order in which it was written.  

Tues.  I got your letter of Feb. 12., then Wed. your letter of Feb. 4
th

 and card of 8
th

, and Thurs. 

the Feb. 15
th

 letter, in which you had received parcel of doughnuts.  Wonder in what condition 

they reached you?  I think you’re the loveliest dear to write so often as you so. When I did not 

get any letter at all last week I was beginning to feel a bit anxious, till I heard no English mail 

whatever had come in, then of course I looked forward to getting some for sure when it did 

arrive.  And I was not disappointed.  And as to accusing me of getting the Mrs. L. disease, I 

don’t know just what I said to give you that impression, but I’ve never ranked you in her hubby’s 

class  -  anything I may have said was not complaining against you my dear - but the nuisance 

and apparent senselessness of this old censorship, for of course we’re all interested in and 

anxious to know of all our loved ones doings.  But we’ll wait for the happy home-coming day.  

 

Did you receive two parcels at the time you got the doughnuts? Another had mince pies, socks 

etc. in it.   Hoped to make some mincemeat, and send some nicer ones latter on, but it’s been 

impossible to get a scrap of suet here.  By now you will have received two other parcels I guess, 

one sent Feb. 3
rd

 and the other on the 15
th

.  Another is on its’ way across the ocean by now I 

guess.  I haven’t done my scrubbing yet.  Alice has been a bit fussy.  I’ve been rocking her with 

my foot while writing this.  But I must go now. Love from each of us.  

 

Ever you loving wife Isabelle. 

 

(Written on the side) Last night a box social was held in aid of the Patriotic Fund.  About $170 

was realized I heard.  The U.F.A. are holding their annual concert (box social) on Mar. 29
th

. 

 

 

 

 

 



Craigmyle, Alberta, 

Wed. Mar.21, 1917. 

 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

Glen and Alice are asleep, and Lorne’s out playing, so the house being quiet I thought it a 

favorable time for letter-writing altho’ I’m feeling a bit sleepy for such. 

 

Our bright nice weather still continues.  Yesterday and to-day it has not been thawing quite so 

much tho’ Wolf Creek they say has been running - sometimes over a week ago.  

 

Yesterday was a red-letter day in the history of the world (?) -  Mr. Neilsen’s sale.  And such a 

sale - such a crowd they say - 800 was one estimate.  They had 500 prepared lunches to hand 

around and those being gone in no time, they phoned to Craigmyle for more supplies, & got 100 

loaves of bread.  Those were made into sandwiches all except 2 loaves that slipped away for 

Neilsen’s own supper & breakfast, and still Mrs. Farrow thinks there were folks who didn’t get 

anything to eat.  

 

(Written on the side)The doctor hoisted his flag Monday ev’g. And I wondered if the war was 

over.  Some said it was because China had declared war against Germany.  It generally only goes 

up on special occasions, but it’s still up.  Maybe it was only to air it after its’ winter storage.  But 

if Mr. Neilsen had come into two yesterday, I’m sure he’d have thought it was for the great day 

of his sale. 

 

Miss MacDonald wanted to go, so Hammond school was closed for the day, as was Surprise too 

I guess.  I remarked that wherever Mr. N. went that would give him something to talk about.  But 

it appears he has started it before the sale -- “never heard tell of such a thing as schools closing 

for a sale.” He’s the greatest brag.  The sale started early in the forenoon and was still going till 

evening.  Auctioneer Batson played out, and had to get Carter to take his place.  How this 

wonderful Mr. Neilsen does stir up the world.  They say there were folks from 39 miles south 

registered at the restaurant here the night before, on their way to the sale.  And who do you 

suppose got the P-i-a-n-o?  Miss Queenie Lavers - Golds got it for her.  They say Mrs. L. was a 

very busy lady that day -- laying claim to his chair & that etc.  Guess that grand front room of 

theirs will be fixed up some now! $180 for the piano.  Really now imagine what big people 

“we’ll” be now! 

 

How do I stand with Crandall?  Well, he’s been paid $2.25, and there’s the same amount in a 

note to come out of 1917 crop. I got the discount on what I paid (about $20).  Then there’s a 

small acc’t of about ten dollars for some finishing stuff, the last time the carpenter was here, that 

I’ll pay as soon as I can.  I did not pay the Crown Lumber Company anything.  Jealous called 

one day in Dec. stating the 11.35 acc’t was a mistake: it was &1.35  but I told him what I knew 

of the Delsing mistake.  I haven’t heard anything about it since.  I have about $30 to make up on 

carpenter’s accounts yet.  Then out of May (month of May) allowance I hope to pay the $50 on 

the lot, if the government don’t go bust before then.  This month Bossley’s $25 took such a bit 

slice out of our finances, that with a few other $5 accounts (carpenter’s etc) I’m worth about a 



postage stamp now, or less than that - worth (minus) - a load of coal.  Next thing is washing 

machine, stain, varnish and painter’s wages.  I’m hoping to get a painter sometime in the next 

month. I went to see Jealous yesterday but he’s working at Crandall’s now, and can’t very well 

get off.  Old Tracy is the only painter around, and I haven’t much notion of asking him.  Jealous 

told me of a Calgary painter who is coming out to do some school down in the Hand Hills, and 

he’s going to try & get in touch with him for me.  Maybe we’ll get this house finished up some 

time. 

 

Did I tell you Farrow’s have brought the Percy Johnston place next them?  They are wanting to 

have it painted too as soon as the weather permits.  Mr. Mills, who has bought out Till, has 

rented it.  He has a wife and one child.  Sam Martin’s are looking for a house - they are still in 

California, but mean to some back to Craigmyle.  

 

Alice & I had two more snaps taken again by Mrs. Farrow this week.  Don’t know of course, yes, 

how any of them will turn out.  The doctor has sold the good camera he had, but says he’s getting 

another, so we’re waiting for it.  The little girlie’s stomach has been bothering her this last while.  

The doctor says the cold has gone off her lungs.  We’re going to put her in the next parcel we 

send you.  Wherever she’s bad, Lorne promptly suggests sending her to Papa.  Glen is trying to 

say most everything.  Says in his own way - cow, toque  

 

(Written on the side)  box, book, drink etc.  Tries to say the number up to six after us etc.  He & 

Lorne along the talking line, are just like Gordon &Aarnott were aren’t they?  Bye bye now 

sweetheart.  Lorne says you are to come home to see baby.  He was telling her to-day “he had a 

nice mamma & nice papa a-n-d nice ‘buddies” (brothers) lots of buddies”.  There goes 4 o’clock  

 

Your Loving Wife Isabelle. 

 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta, 

Sat/ Mar. 24
th

, 1917 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

It’s past retiring time for all good people (11 o’clock) but I’m going to have a little one sided 

chat with you anyway.  I’d just like to step up behind you now my dearest, put my arms over our 

shoulders and hold before your view a few snap shots I’ve got here before me - especially one of 

your wee smily daughter, and another of she and her brothers, which was taken this morning.  I 

mentioned in the letter I sent you to-day that Mrs. Farrow took two snaps of them outside this 

morning - well one is better than the other, but both are ever so much better than I ever expected. 

Isn’t that Glen the cute bit of a man? And Lorne’s dramatic attitude is the poorer one, amuses me 

all over.  The ones of Alice & I were taken in doors, one here & one at Farrow’s. Two others 

were no use at all.  Mrs. Farrow developed the roll this evening, and brought me over some of 

the prints.  ‘I’ll send them to you in this on Monday.  I suppose you would rather not have them 

mounted.  Now don’t you cry when you see them.  If I was just close enough to you, if I just was, 



I’d give you a few such good hearty kisses.  Just imagine you got them - now I’m off for bed - 

my scrawl, of blots & mistakes would indicate it was time too.  Good night dearest. 

 

 

Monday afternoon, Mar. 26 

 

Mrs. Farrow and I did our washings to-day, and now I’ve just settled down to get a few letters 

ready for the mail. 

 

I met Mr. Sam Martin this morning - he’s just got back from California, and is going to try and 

buy Herr’s place across the street here.  They, i.e Herr’s are going to move out to her parents 

farm. 

 

Just think Aunt Annie expected Allan to get home to-day or to-morrow.  What a day it will be for 

them, eh?  It must all seem to her like a dream, too good to be true.  Wonder how long we’ve got 

to wait, eh dear for that happy day?  Alice has wakened up now. 

 

Bye-bye with love, your Isabelle. 

(Written on the side) I expect to send a parcel this week mostly cookies I think and expect to pay 

the dentist a visit to-morrow. 

 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta, 

Sat. Mar. 31, 1917 

 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

It’s really a shame I haven’t written to you before this, and even now I can’t write more than a 

line or two.  I sat down last evening to write a long letter, but Alice wakened up, and she 

wouldn’t be good till I went off to bed with her.  I’ve just wrapped up a parcel of cookies for 

you.  I have two boxes done up but they weighted too much, so the other will have to wait.  I 

expect the postmaster will look like a thunder cloud at me now when I go to the office with it for 

it’s near supper time. 

 

Yesterday I received your two cards of Mar. 5 & 7
th

.  Letter writing will be more difficult than 

ever with you now I suppose.  

 

We are all quite well, and hope you are too my dear. 

 

This is a poor excuse for a letter but really I must go. 

 

In haste 

Your loving wife  Isabelle 



Craigmyle, Alberta, Can. 

Mon. Apr. 2
nd

, 1917 

 

 

My dear Sidney: - 

 

Mind you on Saturday I sent a parcel off to you, and did so in such a hurry I did not have the 

right amount of postage put on it, so Mr. Farrow says he expects it will be sent to the dead letter 

office.  Wasn’t that smart of us tho’? I’ll send another one of these days tho’.  How are you 

getting on dear - so tired and sick of it all I’m sure - longing for the end of it like all the rest of 

us.  I wonder if the States declared war at the special meeting of congress to-day?  We’ e had no 

war-news in town for some days now, because the Rosebud creek was flooded, and the west train 

has been unable to come thro’.  The first passed thro’ Craigmyle this morning, but the papers did 

not come on it for they had been sent back to come around by Saskatoon, so they’ll not be in till 

to-morrow morning’s train.  But I suppose any special war news we would have got over the 

wires.  

 

I got another letter from Louisa to-day and she did not forget to mention Arnott’s birthday of this 

week, and remembered how old he was too.  Alice is 5 months old to-day, and she don’t weight 

any more than a month ago - indeed I aren’t sure but it’s a little less.  She hasn’t been extra well 

thro’ a good bit of last month - she seemed to have indigestion.  But she’s in a lot better 

condition now, and as bright as can be.  Looking at the snapshot of her I sent a week ago, I guess 

you’ll wonder where all the great head of hair is I mentioned she had at first.  Well of course 

she’s lost most of it and her new coming in is quite fair. 

 

Ezra Moodie’s were here for tea last evening.  And their baby 5 weeks old, looks every bit as big 

as Alice in its hands & face.  It’s a big fat child. 

 

Mrs. Lorne Farrow was in for about an hour yesterday too.  She’s looking fairly well now, but 

very weak yet - not able to work at all.  They have a Miss Shand doing the housework. 

 

This afternoon Mrs. Ches. Sitlington called.  Both she and Mrs. S. Sr seem so very nice. 

 

Last Thursday evening the U.F.A. held their box social - realizing about $175 - which was to go 

to the Red Cross and Military Y.M.C.A.  I took it in - the first I’ve been out to since the 

children’s Christmas tree -  the boys wanted to go, and the committee asked me to help on the 

program.  They didn’t have much of a program at all tho’ - nothing like a year ago.  There was 

quite a large crowd of course.  I couldn’t but think now nice it would have been to have you 

there, as you’ve been most other years.  Alice slept thro’ the program, and till the boxes were 

sold (I didn’t have any), they I brought her home, fed her and put her to bed.  Gordon wasn’t 

home yet, so I went back, and before we got our cream sealers hunted up, and ate some ice-

cream, the dancers were on the floor - about 14 couples waltzing.  And their pairing off was quite 

interesting.  Myrtle White was swinging around in the arms of her youthful partner, Dr. 

Crawford.  Mrs. Crandall was smiling on the bosom of the banker (Livingston). Oh it was sweet.  

If we could just see ourselves as others see us, eh?  Mrs. Anderson was whirling with some other 

young fellow.  Of course there two ladies’ husbands were at home minding the baby. Three men, 



Hodge, Ed. Nelson & Harvey Nixon, took their wives as their first partners.  But as I saw them 

all whirling along in their pleasure seeking, worldly frivolity, I had another picture in my mind, a 

very contrasting one, - away over in France - trenches and shell and shot - war-weary brave 

soldiers offering their lives for these ones at home who were never giving it a thought.  If a 

Zeppelin had dropped a bomb among them perhaps they’d have thought something. 

 

Say, Lavers have the greatest specimen out at their place now - “Daddy’s nephew” - a little 

dwarf of a wizened-up shrimp he is - has been most everywhere, knows everything- can do 

everything - chef, photographer, acrobat  & etc.  I don’t know now much more.  I only saw him 

for a little while last Monday ev’g.  They came in to some affair was on in town and Mrs. L. 

called to get a hatpin from me, and of course brought all the family.  You remember those 

English fellows we used to have in the Mc F. district, Jack Welsh, Henry Lauder etc. Well, this 

thing just reminds me of them, only more polished. He’s got his hands on some money 

somehow, by appearances - must know those Okotoks bank robbers the police never caught, I 

guess.  Wears a grand flowered necktie, fancy watch, fob etc.  “He was on his way to California 

for a holiday” but somehow found out about these folks, & ran out here.  Then Mrs, L. & he 

went into Calgary one day last week to get all his traps, and now he’s going to spend “a month 

out here.”  He brought Queenie back a $14 pr of boots, and $5 slippers so I heard - going some, 

eh?  There’s no doubt there’s some class to their connections (?) He’s going to make up a parcel, 

“to send to Daddy.  He’s a chef, you know.”  O, my yes he’s everything.  You want to be around 

when that parcel arrived in France, Sidney.  He’s such a big man I can look down on him - really 

it makes me feel quite big to be able to look down on a grown up.  Fred Goslin (maybe there’s a 

“q” on the end of it) is his name I think.  

 

Well that’s enough time wasted over an affair like that - but really he’s a wonder (?) If his aunt 

brings him in again I may double him up into a band box, labeled “Precious, handle with care,” 

And send him across for you to make the acquaintance of His royal nibs. 

 

Well this is quite a letter isn’t it?  If I keep on probably you’ll be doubting my sanity.  I’m quite 

sane tho’.  But the fire’s getting down, and the clock is still moving along - Alice is like to waken 

any minuet, so I must make ready for bed.  Lorne was telling her the other day she “got a nice 

Papa in France.”  He’s always asking me to tell Papa to come home.  Maybe it won’t be so very 

long eh dear?  We hope not anyway.  My? This is a great old scratchy pen I’ve got.  Good-night 

dearie.  I’m hoping for a letter this week.  But I understand it must be very difficult to write.  

 

Your loving wife 

Isabelle 

 

Mrs. Sitlington said to-day, she thought Alice looked like you.  The other day Jennings said, “I 

think she looks more like you than anyone else.” Link up with this with what you’ve heard 

before. “She’s a pretty little girl,” & apply your logic : Alice is pretty like her Papa, Alice is 

pretty like her Mamma, Alice’s Papa & Mamma are ---  Now that’s a nice logic proposition isn’t 

it? (Really I think Isabelle you need a sleep).  Alright away I go.  

 

 

 



Craigmyle, Alberta. 

Tues. Apr. 3, 1917 

 

 

My sweetheart Sidney: - 

 

I’ve been considerable of a gad-about this evening for me.   Everybody was in bed but Gordon 

who had gone for the milk about 8 o’clock, and was away so long I thought I’d have to go to see 

what was keeping him. Just as I was starting out Mrs. Frank Farrow came out from Farrow’s to 

their waiting auto.  They had come down to take the folks out for a spin in the moonlight, but 

found them all gone out to an affair at the Hall.  So they asked me to get in - they were thinking 

of going to Lorne’s but I couldn’t think of going out so far as that, so we were just going up the 

street then, and back.  Of course Gordon had met me out on the street - they’d been looking for 

the cows, and neither ours or MacGregor’s had turned up.  Well Frank ran the machine out to the 

corner half a mile north of town and back - but it seemed we were only about 5 minutes away.  

It’s a lovely smooth running car.  

 

(on the side. The last sheet of tablet)   Say, great minds run in the same channel.  In one of our 

last letters you wrote about me taking a trip to England, suggested writing them that I was 

coming about May 1
st
 and at nearly the same time I guess, I was writing you a lot of nonsense 

about meeting you in England.  There goes 11 o’clock.  Good-night xxxx  

 

As we got on the road, and I saw once more all the lights of our country friends - I thought of 

you, and how we used to try and figure out whose light each was, as we have made our 

homeward trip from somewhere. 

 

Then when we came back, Gordon went to bed, and I went on a little errand to my neighbor Mrs. 

Bell.  And women’s tongues are so long I stayed a little longer than I meant to have.  Since 

coming back I’ve put up the boys’ school lunch, and I should be in bed sound asleep like the 

little folks now. 

 

How nice it would be to have you here dearie to talk to instead of all this writing.  My wouldn’t 

we be busy fixing this little spot up cosy - alone I do not seem to get much done.  I suppose 

you’ll be so taken with this new home when you return, you’ll forget about the farm.  But then I 

forgot about that new housekeeper. 

 

As far as I know there’s been no one on the land yet - but they think they’ll be able to start on the 

summer fallows this week.  

 

A week ago to-day I was in the dentist’s chair for about an hour & a half.  Had 3 fillings & 1 

tooth out.  What do you think about that - a wisdom tooth?  It amounted to $7 - that’s the way to 

make money eh?  

 

(On the side)  Good night now dear - if I don’t be off to bed, I’ll be feeling too sleepy by getting-

up time in the morning.  Yours with love & kisses, Isabelle. 

 



Thurs. Apr. 5 -- 

 

To-day I posted another box of cookies to you and put the right amount of postage on it this time.  

I meant to have mailed this letter I wrote the other evening but overlooked it till too late. 

 

Mrs. Lavers and her wonderful nephew came in this evening just at tea time, so were here for 

supper.  Then they had only gone a few minutes when Mr. Braseth called, about 7:30, and stayed 

for quite a while.  He’s been out for a few days, and is going back to Calgary on the morning’s 

train.  He brought the children 3 parcels oranges, candies & nuts.  He’s looking well - doing 

nothing at all of course, I guess - and Mrs. B.& the girls are well.  He said they’d be coming out 

when school closed for summer holidays.  Of course he enquired after you, when I’d heard from 

you etc.  He was quite attracted by, and amused with F.H.L’s very important looks in that group 

photo you had taken in England.  

 

Did you remember yesterday April 4
th

, as an important anniversary?  5years ago isn’t it that the 

C.N.R. built thro’ Craigmyle?  In the midst of such awful environments maybe our thoughts 

don’t turn to such things.  Now undreamed of them were such conditions as are now!  Do you 

remember us coming down in the wagon, and Charlie was so fussy over the construction train 

working so close we couldn’t stop to see much of what was going on?  Then I went to Farrow’s, 

while you went to U.F.A. meeting at Alf. Moodies’. A great day it will be, than the arrival of the 

C.N.R. when we welcome our soldier dear home again.  You must most forget all about home 

life and civilization haven’t you, dear?  You’d feel out of your element to sit down to a table with 

ladies present wouldn’t you?  The last time would be in old England I suppose?  My how I’d 

love to think of you back with them again, having a good time.  Surely the old war will soon 

cease.  The wire came in to-night. Mr. Braseth said that Pres. Wilson is about to declare war, & 

that the old Kaiser is dying of --- something. Happy man if he gets a chance to die a natural 

death! 

 

Yesterday I received from our friend Samuel the belated threshing account - just $42.25. (for 259 

bus.) No statement as to whether it is by the bushel, or hour - just opposite wheat -------- 

42.25. This is Mrs. Sidney Brook’s account with “The Lillico Threshing Co.” -- note the name 

and guess who proposed it.  They’ve recently had a meeting of the syndicate, and he came along 

to Mr. Farrow the other day, with the yarn that McKee & Browning had made quite a fuss 

because he hadn’t presented Mrs. Brooks’s acc’t. (I guess he was trying to make out he was very 

generous hearted or patriotic spirited by not presenting it) And he was going to leave it with Mr. 

Farrow.  But Mr. F. wasn’t so slow, he said he’d better take it around and leave it with Mrs. 

Brook.  When Mr. F. Told me I said “Yes, don’t you take it, let him bring to me.”  But Sammy 

wasn’t to be out done, the next day or so he sends it thro’ the mail.  Well, I couldn’t help but 

smile when I saw his old scrawl on an envelope come in from the post office yesterday.  Isn’t he 

the dear sweet honorable old gentleman? Guess if the censor reads all my letters he’ll be getting 

pretty well acquainted with Sammy by this time.  He & his faithful wife have started promoting a 

school children’s garden scheme -- giving of prizes like the agricultural societies you know.  

Well there was a meeting this afternoon - not very many out - but Sammy was making a grand 

speech on the subject. ‘We want to keep the boys & girls on the land.  We hear a great deal about 

the ‘back to the land movement” etc.  Then “one of the best ways to keep them from drifting to 

the cities is to have ---“a Consolidated School” the doctor interrupted him, while Sammy was 



going to say “these school gardens” etc.  Well, everybody laughed, and gave the doctor a good 

clap.  Sammy says “You’re getting a little off the subject.”  But the doctor replied “I think it just 

came in pat.”  Poor Sammy, what a host of friends he has! Good-night dearest.  It’s awfully late.  

 

(On the side.)  Good Friday - April 6.  This is Arnott’s birthday.  I looked for a letter to-day but 

none arrived shall hope for better luck to-morrow.  Am enclosing a few snapshots I got from Eva 

this morning - which were taken last summer.  Yr. loving wife Isabelle. 

 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta Can. 

Wed. Apr. 11, 1917 

 

 

My dear Sidney: -  

 

I see by the papers you are having bitterly cold, disagreeable weather in France.  I would have 

thought the weather would have been quite nice and warm there by now.  Here the spring is later 

than usual.  The frost has been coming out very slowly.  Scarcely no-one at all has been on the 

land yet.  Most folks meant to go at it this week I guess, but Sunday evening it rained a little then 

turned to snow but morning, and everything was covered with about 3 or 4 inches of wet snow.  

It all was gone by yesterday evening, but we’re not getting a great deal of sunshine so it’s a bit 

damp underfoot yet.  Probably this spell will clear up the weather, and folks will be able to go 

right ahead on the land. 

 

Judging from the number of field cards I’ve been receiving during the last 3 or 4 weeks they 

must be giving you quite a spell along the front line.  Yesterday I received your card of Mar. 

14
th

. Did you intentionally omit marking out * I am being sent down to the base.”?  If so, is it for 

a rest, further training or what?  Of course to we folks here that sentence* does not convey much 

meaning.  We scarcely know what is meant by the base, what goes on there, or where located 

from the firing line.  Anyway I hope you’re well and safe, and may soon be home again.  Mrs. L. 

sent her sons around yesterday to enquire if I had heard from you.  Of course they’ve had no 

word for 3 or 4 weeks. 

 

Mrs. Wm Nixon was here for diner and till about 4 o’clock Sunday.  Mrs. Harvey was in for a 

little while too.  It was Easter and there was services here morning and evening.  Mrs. Nixon 

walked in the morning. 

 

The report has reached here that old Mr. Donald is being sent home because of rheumatism. 

 

They have 19 cases of typhoid in Delia we’ve heard. That’s going some isn’t it?  They’ve turned 

the upstairs of the hotel into a hospital, and got 3 or 4 nurses out from Calgary.  The station agent 

is not expected to get better. 

 



Farrow’s have had all the interior walls of their house painted -- buff with white ceiling.  It looks 

nice.  We get our mild over there now.  Ezra Moodies’ have taken the cow and calf for the 

summer. 

 

I had a letter from Jimmy the other day.  He says he’s planning to come out here this fall.  Won’t 

it be great if you are here too by then it not before? 

 

I was just making ready to do my ironing, when I decided I must write you a few lines and have 

it posted before it was too late.  Meant to have written yesterday but after doing some washing 

during the day, I was feeling pretty tired out so tumbled into bed about 8:30! 

 

So long just now -- Lorne’s wanting me.  Love and kisses over the miles to you dear. 

 

Your loving wife Isabelle. 

 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta 

Mon. Apr. 16, 1917. 

 

 

My dear Sidney: -  

 

I owe you a thousand apologies Sidney for not sending you another letter last week.  But my 

intentions were good enough.  Friday night I started the “Craigmyle Alberta”, part at the top of 

this page but it was very late and I was tired, so thinking it would go on the next train just as well 

if written the next day, I tumbled into bed.  Well Saturday came I did up my scrubbing in the 

forenoon then after dinner Mr. L’s nephew came along to take some pictures.  I was just putting 

the last touches on the youngsters when Mrs. Ashe and a Miss Adams called.  So he did not take 

any more pictures than just a group snap of the children. Then when Mrs. Ashe left I still had my 

dinner dishes to wash and made some doughnuts, so with Alice breaking into the work 

occasionally to give me a little variation.  It was past six o’clock.  Then supper over it was too 

late for a letter to go.  Last evening Mrs. Bell came over and stayed to let me go to church - the 

first time I’ve been since I came to town.  And the first time since about a year ago when we 

came down to the U.F.A. Service in May. 

 

This morning Mrs. Farrow and I did out our washings so here I am at this delayed letter at last. 

 

I’ve ordered a washing machine.  It may get here this week.  While at F’s this morning I read a 

letter they had just received from Jno. M., in which he spoke of the awful mud and slime of the 

trenches, and how when dragging one foot after another when leaving the trenches he thought of 

you all as “a swarm of flies on a sheet of tanglefoot.”  He’d see the funny side of it if there was 

any, eh?  His letter was Mar. 15 and I received your card of a later date Mar. 18 this morning.  

It’s been pretty nearly a month coming thro’.  Sorry to hear the mail’s not reaching you so well - 

but it must be most difficult to keep it moving along under such upset conditions.  Every week 



I’ve written at least two letters, till this omission, I’ve mentioned in last week, when I only sent 

one, at the first of the week.  I’ve  never heard anything more about that parcel of cookies I sent 

with insufficient postage, so maybe they are letting it go thro’. 

 

Last week I was trying to get the floors stained.  I did the upstairs, stairs and hall.  Have the front 

and dining room still to do.  I have put paint on the kitchen floor.  If I could find the time I 

believe I’d go at the staining of the woodwork myself too.  

 

Folks are getting started on the land now.  From what I’ve heard, Jennings must have most of our 

summer fallow sown.  The weather is not so very warm tho’ as yet.  Some think we’ll have to 

have another snowstorm to clear up the weather.  There’s a very cool NE wind blowing to-day.  

It’s awful the weather you’ve been getting over there.  Even the elements have no mercy on the 

poor soldiers. We were sorry to note in the last paper that a brother of R. B. Eaton’s had died - 

Apr. 11, he was a Lt. Col.  Last week Mrs. Rogers got a cablegram that her son Clarence was 

wounded - that’s the third time.  Her esteemed husband called last week.  He wants a chance at 

renting our place for next year, if we still desire to lease it.  He still has the Taylor place for this 

year.  Has not moved to Mallary’s at Dowling Lake as they talked of. 

 

Alice has been trying to persuade me to stop this letter.  She’s been bobbing around in my arms 

all the time I’ve been at it, and feeling a bit fussy.  She loves to get on her feet now, and is 

beginning to be so big feeling she thinks she ought to sit up alone.  I think her teeth are bothering 

her a bit.  She’s generally a good natured little soul tho’.  When are you coming home to see her 

dear?  Lorne & Glen play outside most of the time now.  Glen’s quite a mischievous cute little 

chicken.  Lorne attempts most everything in the way of talking now.  The other day he was 

trying to get his tongue around “purpose.”  He was explaining to me “me not fall down on 

pupus.” In my last letter I sent you some snaps which are pretty good of them that Eva took last 

summer. 

 

Farrow’s told me the other day that Jno. Ticknor had been married again - sometime this winter - 

to someone down by Mobray or Kalieda.  They expect he’ll come back to his homestead here 

again.  And our old friend Joe Compton was in the wounded list the other day. 

 

But the latest wedding notes I’ve seen nearly took my breath away.  It was in the Miami Herald 

at Farrow’s I saw it this morning.  Lizzie McClelland and Alfred Bryant.  Did you ever see him?  

That Barnardo boy you know that was at our place for 2 or 3 years?  I’ve never seen him since he 

left, but I envy her her choice (?) 

 

Glen’s upsetting pepper here, and trying to fix up salt and sugar too.  He’s got that much energy 

and so little to do with it, it seems he’s always into something now he’s trying to scoop it up with 

a spoon and put it into the shaker again.  It’s a wonder he don’t get it up his nose.  I must take a 

hand at it or it’ll be all over the table floor & everywhere.  There goes the shaker on the floor!  

So long sweetheart.  I’m looking for that letter this week. 

 

Your loving wife 

Isabelle. 

 



 

Craigmyle, Alberta, Can. 

Thurs. April. 19, 1917. 

 

 

My sweetheart Sidney: - 

 

Yesterday your long-looked-for letter arrived - just a month after you had written it - and it was 

seven months since you left Calgary, starting on your long long perilous trip away so far from 

home.  It will be a day of happiness and relief when you leave France for old England again, 

won’t it dear?  And then aboard for the Canadian West once more.  It’s nice to think of it all, 

isn’t it Sidney? May it all be materializing soon.  How providential that shell did not explode eh? 

Truly an Almighty ever present God is watching o’er you dear. 

 

And your ‘awful dream’ - really I couldn’t help but smile.  Yes, I guess that was a lucky dream - 

they go the reverse we’ve told.  Anyway we’re all quite alive, and wish we could think you were 

as comfortable.  Arnott was not to school to-day. He’s feeling a bit upset - a little headache, and 

quite a cough.  Has been moving around all day tho’, and seems better to-night.  

 

To-day I had a Mrs. MacLean call.  She’s coming to town to do any work she can find - washing, 

serving or nursing, and wanted to get a room for to use when not at work.  She’s just going out 

by the day or hour.  She’s coming in on Saturday - so I’m fixing up the bedroom for her for the 

present anyway.  I have written to another old lady, and if I hear from her, I will not be able very 

well to keep both in the house. 

 

They’re starting to build a new residence in town - between Herr’s and the station - for the Home 

Elevator man.   He was married this winter.  I must be off to bed now, for I’ve quite a bit to do 

to-morrow - getting thinks re-arranged before her ladyship comes on Saturday.  

 

(Written on the side of page 1 and 2.) Apr. 20 Work came thro’ to-day of Jno. Martin’s slight 

wounding. It is too bad about old Mr. Donald.  It was rather too much for a man of his age I 

guess- or for any one for that matter I should think. I had a letter from Bertha to-day which I am 

enclosing.  Good-night now dearest.  God bless & keep you.  Yr. loving wife Isabelle. 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta, Can. 

Wed. Apr. 25, 1917. 

 

 

My dear husband:- 

 

To-day when Lorne brought in the mail. I exclaimed “oh a letter from Papa” -- but poor me, what 

a disappointment !  When I opened it here it was only your copy of “The Brazier.”  Not a scratch 

of a line inside the envelope, of the handwriting of the dear who had addressed it.  Of course it 

was nice of you to send the week paper along home, but I’m looking for the letter.  But judging 



from the cablegrams which came in the end of last week, telling of Jno. Martin’s and Hogg’s 

wounding, you have all been into the thick of it.  And I felt anxious for my own dear’s welfare.  

But I trust you are still quite safe.  We all think the end cannot be far distant.  This morning I had 

a letter from Alice. They are all quite well, except for Annie and her weak eye.  I suppose you 

hear from one of the other of them quite often.  I sat down to write this letter last evening but 

Lorne had quite a croupy cough, and when I went upstairs to attend to him, Alice got wakened 

up, and set up such a lot of music, I had to fix the porridge and fire for the night, shut up shop, 

and go to bed with her.  And now again she’s finished her afternoon sleep and is on the war-path.  

I’ll have to go upstairs and get her I guess.  --- Here she is as nice as pie now on my lap.  

Looking out of the window on my way down the steps I saw what appeared to be a prairie fire 

off to the South-west.  Do you remember that day last May when the station burnt, the school 

section was burnt off, and the air was filled with smoke from another fire over S.W. somewhere?  

Seems like about 15 yrs. ago - when things were going on in a very ordinary way on the farm. 

 

I expect it sounds queer to you to hear me speaking of looking out a window from the stair steps.  

You’ve seen so little of this house that you’re scarcely acquainted with it.  With the partitions 

closed up, and the wood-work all on, it looks quite different from what you saw it last, in those 

few last precious days, when everything seemed in a whirl.  Monday of this week was such a day 

with snow that it wasn’t fit for washing, so I went at the downstairs and dusted all the walls, 

woodwork, and furniture, then scrubbed the floors.  This afternoon I’m supposed to be washing 

the windows, if I don’t hustle up tho’ it’ll not get done.  I want to get the floors of the parlor and 

dining room stained this week, and probably dabbed a bit more paint on the kitchen where the 

most wear comes.  Then I’ve got the side board to go over with varnish stain & so on & so forth.  

Wouldn’t you like to be here helping?  Then I’d just have to sit back and boss the job (?) A little 

at a time we’re getting things straightened around, but altho’ we’re quite comfortable I cannot 

but think at such a price to you my dearest!  I only wish you were here to share it with us. 

 

That Mrs. MacLean I spoke of in last letter did not come here to stay, - a granary over on 

Landon’s lot (or White’s) was secured for her.  I was just as well pleased, for until the front room 

upstairs is completed we haven’t bedroom accommodation for more than ourselves very well.  

 

Speaking of the weather on Monday - we wakened up to find the ground white in the morning - 

than all afternoon it snowed heavy just like the middle of winter  Of course it all went off 

yesterday, but the weather is very slow in warming up.  There’s been no growing weather yet.  

There’ll be plenty of moisture tho’. 

 

The little folks have all been having their turn of a cold, and cough.  Lorne & Glen are on the list 

just now.  Alice’s nose is starting to bother her a bit too.  Lorne was rocking her for a minute at 

noon, and singing to her ‘Papa would kiss you. Papa would kiss you.”  On Sunday Gordon took 

it upon himself to teach Lorne the S.S. Golden Text. Gordon, he said it over “She hath done what 

she could.”  Then Lorne thought for a while, and then stumbling along said as best he could “She 

hath done what she did!” Quite true eh?  I laughed.  

 

 

 

 



Social news: - 

Innes has gone out of the store business - Elliot of Richdale is the new owner.  Now Innes is just 

a gentleman riding or driving around to oversee affairs on his farm, and cleaning floors etc. for 

his wife.  He has the Josh Steele place they say. 

 

Crandall’s are the latest automobile possessor’s.  Soon every one’ll have one but us.  Delsing, 

who is in the real estate now, goes around in a new Chevrolet car, giving possible auto buyers 

little rides.  He has the agency for this car now. 

 

I haven’t seen the Laver’s for a little while.  Some of them are in town every day tho’ I think.  

Mrs. L. is looking real well now -- says the indigestion still bothers her tho: 

 

Mr. & Mrs. Sam Martin have had to give up their plans for living in Craigmyle because of her 

health.  She no sooner got back here till she took sick & was quite bad.  Last week they went 

back to Calgary.  It is quite a disappointment to him I guess. He was going into the buying & 

selling affairs for the U.F.A. 

 

Alice says she isn’t going to be good any longer, so I’ll have to stop. 

 

Yours with love & kisses 

Isabelle. 

  

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta, Can. 

Thurs. April 26m 1917 

 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

Everybody in the house except me are sound asleep, and it’s almost bedtime for me too.  The 

house is still and quiet, - - come along and talk to me dear.  It’s a long long time since we had 

one of our old time spoony talks isn’t it?  My wedding ring fell off to-night - hope that isn’t a 

bad omen.  The doctor was inquiring this evening “when I had heard from Mr. Brook?”  Mrs. L. 

was telling him she hadn’t had a letter for over a month.  I took Lorne to him after tea to have 

him look in his throat.  He came in so cross and peevish at supper time, and complained of his 

throat being so sore, and it was swollen that I thought I had better have the doctor look at it.  

Tonsolitis has been going around - - and that is the trouble with Lorne.  It’s what the others have 

had too but they’ve got over it with our own precautions and doctoring.  The doctor gave me 

some of that stuff to paint on his neck, and cough medicine to take.  He says it’s not at all 

serious.  I hope Alice don’t’ be bothered with it.  

 

(Written on side page 1) This is Jimmy Robinson’s birthday - 31 he is.  I never hear anything of 

him. 

 



If you stepped in the door just now you’d get quite a whiff of perfumery.  I blackened - varnished 

- the pipes and sides of the stoves to-day, and I guess we’ll have the smell for a few days.  Our 

poor old despised, but never-failing old kitchen stove looks quite shiny in its’ new coat of black.  

It would catch the pernickety eye of my husband the minute he stepped in the door.  I’ll soon be 

getting I can wield the paint brush so well, you’ll be taking a back-seat when you come home.  

But I couldn’t help but think to-day when I was doing the pipes what my husband with his “just - 

so ness” would think if he came around inspectin’.  However they look clean and bright, and I 

ain’t going to put on my spectacles to see any brush marks there may be.  I was so long writing a 

letter yesterday to my soldier sweetheart that my window-washing work as planned did not get 

done, so I had that to do this afternoon too.  In the midst of my pipe-varnishing Mrs. Rogers 

called.  The first time I have seen here since she went to Calgary on a visit before Christmas.  

She seems a nice friendly person.  I feel rather sorry for her in her unwise second marriage.  She 

don’t make any secret about it herself.  She’s so wrapped up in her children, and he don’t get 

along with them, that is makes it rather hard for her. 

 

Between sleepiness, writing and varnish my eyes are sort of playing out, so I guess I’d better quit 

for to-night.  Good-night sweetheart, with kisses 

 

Your loving wife Isabelle.  

 

(Written on side page 3.)  Mrs. Rogers says Alice looks just like you. “Yes she does,” she 

declared.  That acct’s for her being a pretty little girl.”  

 

Friday night: - I’ve just finished the week’s ironing, and as it’s bed time & I’m tired I’m just 

about to make tracks upstairs.  Lorne seems well again to-day - has not been complaining at all -- 

of course I’ve been doping him according to doctor’s directions, and as there was a cold wind 

blowing all day I’ve kept him indoors.  A little skiff of snow fell this morning, and we’ve had 

snow on our back doorstep all day -- great spring weather we’re getting!  But when I read of 

equally disagreeable weather, or worse, in France, it seems awful for poor soldiers whose 

hardships must be unbearable enough without such weather.  Surely such terribleness as war will 

soon cease.  

 

Craigmyle lost a man to-day who ought to be thrown into khaki.  Yes, our town lost a valuable 

citizen in the person of Squire Sage.  Of course you know what a good reputation he’s got.  Well 

he was caught with the goods this week.  A couple had registered at the restaurant here as man 

and wife, and that night they & Sage were holding a consultation which was overheard from 

outside the room -- plans for immoral affairs -- and the restaurant man knocked and stepped into 

the room. He ordered them, the couple, out in a hurry to take the train arriving in half an hour -- 

and gave Sage a scorching overhauling too.  He was tremendously penitent or tried to make out 

he was.  But that wasn’t enough for folks here -- a meeting was to be held last night -- he scented 

danger I guess, and told them he’d go this morning, and so he did.  There’s a few more of his 

clique that wanted to be accorded the same treatment & sent flying -- despicable things!  Lack of 

evidence is all that is saving them. 

 

Alice has wakened & is crying so I must hustle upstairs.  Good night dearie.  

 



 

 

Sat. Apr. 28. 

 

I must finish this up to get it off on the mail to-night. 

 

The town was saddened by the wire this morning of Will Fennel’s death.  It will be an awful 

blow on his parents I am sure.  Folks say he was a fine young fellow.  He & Howard both went 

with the 175
th.

 I think the latter has not been in the trenches yet.  Last word he was in the hospital 

with a sore throat. 

 

Farrow’s got a letter from Belknap yesterday which they gave me to read.  He is convalencing in 

an English hospital - a beautiful place by the postcard picture he sent of it.  He has been laid off 

for some time with a carbuncle on the shoulder.  Of course he has been in the trenches. He 

inquired “How are Mr. Brook & Jno. Martin?  I have not happened to run across their regiment 

yet.” 

 

Larkin’s have returned from the States & repurchased their old place.  And who else do you 

suppose is back?  --Backeus’s.  What do you think of that?  There’s a certain magnetism about 

Craigmyle. Bye bye now.  Alice is here on my lap.  She sends her love.  Yrs. Isabelle. 

 

 


